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Before the Great Master 
H e r wrist , a s m a l l f lesh tube 
that s p r o u t e d g n a r l e d fingers, 
c l u t c h e d the ch i ld-s ize w h e e l c h a i r ; 
the o t h e r h a n d d a n g l e d 
above h e r p u n y lap , 
w r i n k l e d b e n e a t h the h u n c h 
a n d k n o b that was h e r back . 
H e r a rms too w i t h e r e d , m a n g l e d 
to p r o p e l the steel chair , 
she p e d a l l e d the g r o u n d , h e r feet 
c l a c k i n g over the t i l e d m u s e u m f loor , 
s h u t t l i n g h e r c r u m p l e d f o r m 
s t ra ight to the biggest f rame 
c e n t r e d i n the largest gallery. 
C l u m p s o f art-goers p l o d d e d by, 
paused , w a v e r i n g o n s t ra ight legs 
b e h i n d this w h e e l e d w o m a n w h o 
sough t o u t V a n D y c k ' s fantasy. 
S t a n d i n g , a n o n y m o u s , I w a t c h e d . 
T h e r e , g a z i n g at the f l o w i n g m a r o o n s 
a n d go lds , h e r i m a g i n a t i o n swi r l ed 
w i t h C h r i s t i a n m y t h , t r o p i c a l 
i s l a n d love , w i n g e d infant angels 
o n c louds , a n d the lushness 
o f love w r i t h i n g i n m o t i o n . 
H e r s was the o n l y figure h e l d 
by the F l e m i s h mas te rp iece . 
A l l o t h e r eyes g r a p p l e d w i t h the 
t iny a n d twisted c rea tu re , o u r pi ty 
c a r v i n g us i n t o u n b l i n k i n g facades 
to a d d to the o t h e r w o o d e n por t ra i t s . 
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